108          A LIFE  OF FRANCIS PAEKMAN
pretended at first to he very much frightened, but an opportunity to knock over Death himself, who was rising out of a fiery pit to seize him. He kicked a Sultan, in the face. He is always present in every tragic or patlietic scene, turning the whole to ridicule hy his ludicrous caricatures, or his affected sympathy. He is always planning tricks to get his best friends into a scrape."
Here is one of his most graphic pages, written at Bologna:
"The diligence was full of Frenchmen. In one day and one night we got to Bologna. Here, in the yard, of the office, among the soldiers and other officials wno stood with folded arms listlessly staring at the strangers, was au animal nearly seven feet high, with a face like a large hahoon. . . . His motions, too, exactly resembled a large monkey's. He bounded ahout, swinging himself up and down the diligence, tossing about heavy trunks and "bales, as if they were feathers, with his long muscular arras. He kept his eyes rolling ahout in his head, glancing at everything in the yard, with an expression of infinite alacrity and anxiety, and whenever he saw anything that met liis disapproval he would jump to rectify it with a sort of angry chattering in his throat. He was a deaf mute."
In London he found this subject for Ms pen :
"Walk out in the evening, and keep a yard or two "behind some wretched clerk, who with nose elevated in the air, elbows stuck out at right angles, and the pewter knob of his cane playing upon his under lip, is straddling- Lis how-legs over the sidewalk with a most majestic air. Get behind him and you see his dignity greatly disturbed.